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Then plant two fingers low in the soil

And fling a pebble up in the blue.

Cut a grass blade for a spear's foil,

And softly sing a stave or two ;

Say, " By this small thing I achieve all things

And free me harried and enslaved ;

For he that wills it, O everyone that wills it

Shall assuredly be saved."

Then the Divinity that is Man's high dower,

Placed deeply within him and round about,      10

Out of the abyss shall raise an arm'd tower

And out of the darkness a shout,

And out of the tower shall send a strong wall

To flank him thus beset;

For him that calls on God with the Will's call

The sky does not forget.

HERBERT E. PALMER

EVEREST

TO  ALL WHO EXPLORE  NEW  PATHS

WHAT went you forth to find ?
What new thing would you know ?
What secret read in the Mother of Mountain's blind,
blind eyes ?   What learn at her barren bosom of
snow ?                                                          20

For what new thing should men

so strive, so agonise ?

Is there some wonder in the remoteness beyond our

ken;
some beauty ; some wisdom beyond the dream of the

wise?